CHAPTEE XX.

BOTH  SIDES  OF  THE MOON  AT  ONCE.

THE spot which Claude had chosen for the pic-nic was
on one of the lower spurs of that great mountain of
The Maiden's Peak, which bounds the vale of Grwyn-
nant to the south. Above, a wilderness of gnarled
volcanic dykes, and purple heather ledges; below,
broken into glens, in which still linger pale green
ashwoods, relics of that great primseval forest in
which, in Bess's days, great Leicester used to rouse
the hart with hound and horn.

Among these Claude had found a little lawn,
guarded by great rocks, out of every cranny of which
the ashes grew as freely as on flat ground. Their
feet were bedded deep in sweet fern and wild rasp-
berries, and golden-rod, and purple scabious, and tall
blue campanulas. Above them, and before them, and
below them, the ashes shook their green filigree in
the bright sunshine; and through them glimpses
were seen of the purple cliffs above, and, right in
front, of the great cataract of Nant Gwynnant, a long
snow-white line zigzagging down coal-black cliffs for
many a hundred feet, and above it, depth beyond